COMMENTARY

Some of our dead are famous, but they would not care:

Evil is always personal and spectacular,

But goodness needs the evidence of all our lives,

And, even to exist, it must be shared as truth,

As freedom or as happiness. (For what is happiness

If not to witness joy upon the features of another?)

They did not live to be remembered specially as noble,
Like those who cultivated only cucumbers and melons
To prove that they were rich; and when we praise their
names,

They shake their heads in warning, chiding us to give
Our gratitude to the Invisible College of the Humble,
Who through the ages have accomplished everything
essential.

And stretch around our struggle as the normal landscape,
And mingle, fluent with our living, like the winds and

waters,
The dust of all the dead that reddens every sunset;

Giving us courage to confront our enemies,
Not only on the Grand Canal, or in Madrid,
Across the campus of a university city,

But aid us everywhere, that in the lovers' bedroom.
The white laboratory, the school, the public meeting,
The enemies of life may be more passionately attacked.

And, if we care to listen, we can always hear them;
'Men are not innocent as beasts and never can be,
Man can improve himself but never will be perfect^
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